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ATHLETES AT RHYL. 


_ “There is every probability that the International Athletic Meeting at Rhyl will be remembered longer even than the one at present in progress at 

New York. Poor Pa surpassed himself, and after a desperate struggle with Mr. McNab and Mr. McGooseley brought off a brilliant victory for 
Old England. It is true that he was assisted in his efforts by Alexandry and Bill Higgins, but this fact in no way detracts from his marvellous 
running. There is every prospect, after the seaside tour, that Dad will issue a challenge to run any man in the world.’—TootsiE. 


SOMETHING LIKE PERSEVERANCE. FLYNN’S FAKE. 


—S—— 


LIEUTENANT JOHN TURNER FLYNN, generally known as 
Sir John Flynn, it being supposed that he had _ been 
knighted for his services to the “Unfortunate Queen 
Carolina” during her trial before the House of Lords, was 
a prize agent at St. Malo. 

In the course of his professional engagements he made 
frequent trips from France to England, and became 
acquainted with a Mr, Holgate,a clerk in the Prize Office at 
Chelsea Hospital, and an agreement was entered into that 
the latter should furnish the names of soldiers who were 
entitled to prize-money, together with the amount standing 
against their names, and the transactions in which they 
were engaged, and by which their claims were authorized, 
while Flynn should allow him two and a half per cent. upon 
all sums recovered from the prize commissioners, by reason 
of such information—the presumed object being that Flynn 
should find out the soldiers, and by informing them of the 
fact of their being entitled to put forward their claims, 
procure them to make application for such sums as properly 
fell to their share, 

It is needless to say that Holgate’s conduct, if known by 
the authorities, would have led to his instant dismissal. 
Flynn's offence, as shown on his trial at the Old Bailey on 
ylommeretal Trav, (vainly trying for an order). It's a sort of patent toe-cap arrangement to (From the clouds) — T've not exaggerated its April Ith, 1840, was proved to be of a most i ela se 
ie poke about kicking me out, I believe? Now, fit on the boot —a splendid idea — quite new! merits, have 1? Shall I book your order for a description. He, it seemed, intended to go one better than 

ve the exact thing for that. Permit me—- gross,’ his accomplice, for he resolved to stick to all the money 
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obtained nimself. With this object he applied, in 1835, tos friend 
living in London to receive any letters which might arrive at his 
house for him, and to receive such moneys as should become 
payable to him, and retain them for his use, 

‘Among the names handed to Flynn by Holgate was that of 
George Langley, who had been a sergeant at the time of the capture 
of Buenos Ayres in 1806, and who was entitled toa sum of £107 for 
prize-money. In the course of 1835 an application was received at 
the Prize- Money Office at Chelsea Hospital, purporting to be that of 
Langley, and dated from Nantes, in which the applicant requested 
thatan order might be sent to him forthe amount standing against 
his name, An answer was returned acquainting Langley that b 
lapse of. time his claim had fallen to the ground, for that no suc 
applications were listened to if not made within six years of the 
time of the money becoming due, but informing him that if he gave 
n satisfactory excuce for his t «this prayer might vet be granted, 
Another letter from Langley was received, and an order transmitted 
to him tu fill up and be returned with a certificate as to his 
identity. 4 ‘ 

The cade and certiticate were received by Flynn's friend, signed 
by George Langley, who requested he would draw the money, the 
order being drawn up in his name, The gentleman, never dream. 
ing he was taking any part ina fraud, went to Chelsea Moxpital, 
received a cheque, which he cashed and paid the money to Flynn 
on his giving him an acknowledgment for it. 

Subsequently, however, some mepeion arose, and Holgate, bein 
questioned, confessed what he had done, Inquiries were instituted, 
and it was found that Sergeant Langley had ied within six months 
of the taking of Buenos Ayres, and that therefore the application 
made in his name must have been fictitious, and the certificate, 
which purported to be signed by certain persons resident at Nantes, 
wits false, inasmuch as that no such glee existed. 

Flynn's friend, who had meanwhile gone to live in France, was 
written to, and the explanation he gave of his participation ia the 
atlair, led to Flynn's arrest, and he was tried at the Old Bailey. It 
was stated that there were other prosecutions against the prisoner 
of a similar character, and that frauds to a great extent had been 
committed on Chelsea Hospital, 

The judge, in passing sentence, declared that he felt the deepest 
regret in finding 0 person of his rank in life placed in such a 
position. The crime of which he had been found guilty was of a 
most aggravated character ; it was one that might have robbed the 
soldier of the hard-earned fruits of his meritorious services for the 
honour and safety of his country, and he considered it to be his 
imperative duty to pass a sentence of trausportation for life. 


(Next week, “ Bouncing a Bishop.”) 
——_—_—_—S——— 
Bak GARDNIN, 
Me and Billyum av spentt sleepless nites a-refleckin ow wee can 
dov the gurrl nex dore a dedly injery.. Itt av bin decide she shall 


be lure too the seller were redd ot hirons is preyair. Billy um iss 
onn the jobb a-lurin. 


(New weak wil be a thriller.) 


—_—_——~——— 
TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


*,° Correspondents wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclose a stam ped envelope large enough to contain the 
contributions submiticd. Do not inclose loose stamps. 


Not for ua, we thank you, SALOP. Much obliged for relic, CLIP. 
Bret your shirt against it, PUNTER; That you'll jind the safest 
tip, Surry that we cannot tell you, Try an evening paper, 11M. 
Very little chance, EXQUIRER, ou are not inthe sivim, Auch 
obliged for sketches; surry That they're useless, ARTHUR REECE. 
Almost’ certain to, FINANCIAL; There are always mugs to fleece, 
Not that we're aware vf, GERTIE ; See subscription rates below, 
Most unlikely, T, B. BRYAN ; LZow on carth are we to know? 

—~— 
“ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 


The Largest Circulation of any Illustrated Paper in the World, 


Forwarded to any part of the World, Sarawak and Bechuanaland 
excepted, post Sree: 
3 Months, 16. 8d.; 6 Months, 36. 3d.; 12 Months, 6s. 6d. 
In Stamps or P.O.0.8 payable to GALBERT DALZIEL, 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 


Show Cards will be sent post frec to Newsagents on application. 


PARIS. 
On sale at all Kivsques and Booksellers’, at 20 centimes, or by 
special arrangement at vur 
PARIS AGENCY, 22 RUE DE LA BANQUE, 


ee 


NINE CLAIMS ALREADY PAID. 


—£150— 


Will be paid to the next-of-hin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl 
(Railway Servants on duty excepted), who shall ge to mect 


with his or her death in a Railway Accident to the Train in 
which they are travelling, in any part of the United Kingdom, 
PROVIDED a copy of the current issue of * ALLY SLOPER'S HALF- 


Hovipay” de found upon the Deceased at the time of the Accident. 
“ALLY SLoren’s HaLr-Houmpay” is published throughout the 
United Kingdom every Wednesday morning at 9 o'clock, and the 
Inanrance lasts one week from that time, expiring at 9 o'clock the 
following Wednesday morning, 


ed 


JUMBGLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


—f— 

First: Passenger, Very wrong these railway races, don’t you 
think? So highly dangerous. 

Second Passenger, Oh, not at all; the company know what 
they're nbout. And just look at tho sense of insecurity spread 
among the public. 

First Passenger, Why, what's the advantage in that? 

Second Passenger, A very great one to me, sir—l am an insur. 
fuce agent. ee 

= 


Now doth the evening shadow fall 
Each several day much earlier ; 
Now blows the wind more chill withal, 
And autunsn skies louk surlier. 
Now iust a loftier fire arise ; 
And now, in fighting attitude, 
We fain would sinack the coalman’s eyes 
For his fiendish look of gratitude ! 
ee 
2 
Blind Beggar. Nelp a poor blind man, kind gentleman? 
Hardman, Don't give him anything ; I belicve he's au impostor, 
and can see as well as you or I can. 
Smith, L don't think so; why he called you “kind” and “ gentlo- 
man,” he must be blind. °° 


First City Man. But what sort of a fellow is he? Ishe reliable? 
—isx he a man of substance? 

Second City Man, Well, I don't know about being reliable, but 
he's certainly » man of substance—turns the scale at seventeen 
stone, if he weighs an ounce 


ALLY SLOPER'S” HALF-HOLIDAY. 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
No, $94.—The “Torquay Bathing” Costume. 


-—— ———— 


Wobbler. Now, look here, Spavins, can I 
have a smart turn-out ? 

Rh aereape Oh, aye; you go drivin’ your- 
self, sir, you'll have a smart enough turn 
out afore you've done, 


Pay chapel to — a face, 
when you've a“chivvy” like 
this ready made! m 


“Well, Joe, I'm going to make you a present of a sovereign." *“ Not a bit of 
good, Dad, Last term I ran you up a bill for ten quid” 


AUTHORS—AUTHENTIC, 
No, 74.—Sargent. 
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She would go paddling in the sea, and it 
surf-ed her right, 


(Saturday, September 14, 1895, 


Philanth ropist. My poor man, you look very much upset. What 

ie ae Teil. And well I might I've 1a 
Sn of Toil, And well I might, guv'nor ; I've lost al 

1 was takin’ home to the missus, BUS money 
Philanthropist, Poor fellow! Poor fellow! There is a half 

sovereign for you. That will see you over Sunday, How did \« i 

Jose your mouev ? ; a 
Son of Zvil, Playin’ skittles at the Pig and Whistle, sir, 

os 


* 
Adjutant, Yes, young sir, if you want my private opinion, you'll 
never make a good officer. 
Young Lieutenant, Why, sir? 
Adjutant, Why—why youcan't even speak the word of comm til 
unintelligibly. ° 


Ur the court the policeman 5; 
All sory fine ark ge ec, 6 

And, “ He's going to take,” so the le said 
* Some drunkard or other in charge” a 


Down the court the policeman sped, 
All very fine and large. 
And erectly triumphant he hel: his head, 
Yet no drunkard he'd nabbed, but the drink 
instead. 
For a pot of good “four” 
From the public’s side door 
Was the thing he had taken in charge! 


ss 
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Rutcher. Oh! so your friend says as I sells New Zealand mutton 
for Southdown, does he? All right, 1°11 lie in wait for him and 
give him the sweetest hiding he’s ever had. 

The Other. That will be nothing new. You are always lying in 
weight. *.° 


“Is Mr. Sloper a neat man?” asked the young and eary ofiicr. 
clerk, as the only Great One brushed past, swiftly breathing hiv 
an angel who had a brace of field-days at the Biue Piz. 
“Neat? Lshould think he was. Why, he only takes a baby sui: 
in it nowadays when he's forgotten to clean his teeth, and he wants 
to brush up smart for a visit to the leaving-shop.” 

ss 
s 

Mra. A. What a lot of money Mrs. Lappitup must spend on her 
clothes : she’s always buying new things. 

Ure. B. Yes, they say she always gets a new dress or bonnet out 
of her husband when he comes home tipsy. 

Mra. A. My gracious! what a wonderful wardrobe she mu-t 
have! *.* 


Tle, What lovely teeth Miss Charming has, 
She, Oh, yes ; she gets them from her futher. 
He. Oh! Has he good teeth? 
She, 1 should think so. The best stock in London. He is 
Grinder, the big dentist, you know. 
. 


* 
Tlusband, 1 ece you've given Mary a month's warning, my dear, 
Wife. Why, yes; but how did you know? 
Husband. Oh, I can easily tell by the way she's started smashing 


things. os 
s 


A MOODY moroseness upon me has seized, 
A hypochondriasis, not to be eased 
By the healthfullest breezes that ever were breeze, 
Or the cheeriest vintage of Gilbey. 
My dismal dejection is doleful to see, 
For thrice every day at the Library Free 
I have tried all in vain—woe is me! woe is me!— 
T have tried all in vain to get TRILBY ! 
oe 
s 


' ge There's not one woman in ahundred knows how to «res: 
erself. 

‘Muchied. Ubelieve you, my dear fellow ; but, oh, the deuce of 
a lot she spends in trying! *,* 


Foreigner. Ah, sare, you did ought to be de ‘appiest nation in de 


vorld. 

Briton, Why do you think so? 

Foreigner, Why, sare, de ‘appiest nation eca de one vid de fewe-t 
laws, and de vot you call dem?—de deputies in your *ouse ce 
Common, do talk 0 mooch dat dey cannot posseebly make de laws, 

s¢ 
s 

“AND are you sure, my little man, that you are aware of the 
nature of an oath?” asked the beak kindly, as the ten-year-ol 
witness stepped into the box. ‘Oh, rather, sir!” responded tlic 
youngster, confidently ; “my pa curses something awful !” 

ae 


» 
Friend. How delighted you must be that your husband recovered 
80 wonderfully, dear. 
Young Matron, Yes—yea, of course ; but—er— 
Friend, What, dear? - 
Young Matron. Youcan't think what wonderful bargains they ve 
got in crape at Snippet and Twothree's, 
s¢ 
s 
Walker (readi: r). I'm glad to seo that beef is cheaper. 
Grumbleton (reading. paper). That's all right, but I sev that 
horseradish has gone up. es 
s 


Possible Purchaser. Want to sce this old ‘ose, eh? Why, what - 
the good of im? He ain't got blood cnough for essence of bert. 
and ‘e's too tough for tinned rabbit, 'e ain't white enough lot 
chicking, 'va too sinewy for bloater, and too boney for ox-tail. 

Veader, Make ’im into mutton, guv'nor. 

ss 


z= 
ITE said to the girl with the eyes of blue, 
“1 could sacrifice myself for you!” 
And, “Oh! she answered, “if e'er you do, 
You shall sacritice me, too—me, tuo!” 


Ife couldn't conceive what the maiden meant, 
Till she said, with a sigh of sweet content, is 
“ You know, George. a sacrifice goes to the altar: 


And at popping the question he then didn’t falter, 
s¢ 


Robinaon, V always like Toddles’ parties. He always makes on" 
feel at home, don’t you know. 

Penhkevher (with a shudder), Yes, 1 know ; that's why I never ©" 

2 
s 

Unhappy Litigant. My dear fellow, that law-suit of mine Ie 
ruined me. I haven't a shilling to call my own, ere 

Friend, Ruined youl Why, what do you mean? Didn't son 
establish your right to the property? , 

Uahappu Litigant. Oh, yes, but the judge ruled that the cot 
were to cuime out of the estate. 


—————_.——_—— 


THE STRANCE ADVENTURES OF 


"ARRY TIGGIN AND FREDDY POGSON. 
LARK 


ONE HALFPENNY. ONE HALFPENNY. 


tne i i i aie: 


Saturday, September 14, 1895.) 
TOOTSIE AT TORQUAY. 


—_—~—— 


A YEAR or two ago my friend, Mr. J. Ashby-Sterry, iu that 
charming style which is his, and his alone, thus wrote of Torquay, 
- the * Queen of 

the South” : 
“In order to 
be_ properly 
i au pressed 
» With Torquay 
the visitor 
should arrive 
after dark. 
He should 
insist upon 
having a bed. 
room = facing 
the sea on the 
lowext bed- 
room floor. 
= Let him have 
—~ his light 
“dinner or 
supper, or 
whatever it 
may be; let 
him enjoy 
moderate 
amount of 
tobacco sub- 
sequently in 
the smoking- 
room ; let him 
get to bed 
early and 
sleepsoundly. 
Next = morn- 
ing he will be 
awakened by 
Crab catching. the ceaseless 
song of the 
surf, He will jump up, he will throw the window wide open, and 
will scarcely believe his eyes. The air is so pure, the breeze is so 
soft, the colours are so beautiful, the prospect is so lovely. It reminds 
one more of 2 view on one of the Italian lakes than anything else.” 
This is a delightful and true description of Torquay when seen 
on a sunshiny morning from the hotel window, and it is at all 
times a charming place where you can well spend your holiday 
without any desire to make excursions to other places in the neigh- 
bourhood. There are several, though, well worth a visit if you are 
ota restless disposition, such as Anstey’s Cave, Babbicombe, and 
Duddy Hole Plain, Dartmouth, which may be reached by rail, is 
acharming old-fashioned town, and if you go there be sure and do 
vot miss those dear old timbered houses in the Butterwalk. For 
my part, L would rather dream the day away in Torquay itself, but 
you may be sure that with such a restless wretch us that Bob 
Virecting the holiday we have been dragged up hills and down 
dales, aud joited in flies and almost drowned in a boat by that 


Wunthunderer Billy, who catches a crab every five minutes when 
he tries to row, 

We three girls, however, one day, managed to get rid of Lord 

Lob, the Dook Snook, and the Honourable Billy, and had 1 
delightful lunch at the pastry-cook’s off cream and tarts and 
things, after the manner of girls generally. Then we went and had 
our photos taken, and Tottie said hers was frightful, but Lardi and 
1 thought it thttering. 
_ Meanwhile, from what we subsequently heard, that Bob and 
Snook had been seen flirting with some common nursemaids, 1, 
for one, Tam sure, don't care if they walk about arm-in-arm with 
two fat cooks, What fools men are! And they always fancy 
Themselves all there, and never fora moment dream how they sre 
Isuched at. I think, myself, from every point of view men are a mis- 
take. Ifyou go to Torquay. whatever elze you miss, don’t miss the 
Torbay sole for breakfast. I should advise that you had it broiled 
— fried sole, unless wonderfully well-cooked, seems to taste of 
nothing but breadcrumbs, egg, and doubtful dripping. 

And, by the way, talking of breakfasts, have you ever noticed 
What a nuisance people make themselves at all seaside places with 
their everlast- 
ing fried eggs 
and bacon? 

Margate is 
one of the 
chief offend- 
ers in this re- 
spect, and 
break fast time 
at some of the 
hotels, if you 
don’t feel very 
well, is a 
period to be 
dreaded. It is 
true you can 
quickly 
change the 
smell for that 
of the sea 
breeze, but I 
have often 
wondered 
what a poor 
miserable 
waiter there 
with a sick 
headache 

Lh must suffer. 
Flirting. There is 
lies} 5 another fish 
aides the sole for which Torbay is famous, and that is the Torbay 
Nore The dab ia a fish that may be cooked in several waye, and 
We Lorbay specimen is generally allowed to be peculiarly excellent. 

rile to me, ny dears, if you want to know the best way. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
ASK YOUR CHEMIST FOR 


SLOPER’S PILLS 


PRICE 4” PER BOX (50 PILLS). 


SLorer's PILLS ARE MADE FROM THE PRE- 

SCRIPTION OF AN (NENT PHYSICIAN 
PRACTISING IN THE WEST END OF LONDON, 
and will be found invaluable in vases of Liver Complaint. Indiges- 
tion, all Stomachic Aticctions, Giddiness, Nervousness, Shortness 
of Breath. Costiveness, Headache, Wind, Blotches on the Skin, 
Pimples, Debility, Disturbed Nighta, Unpleasant Dreams, Bilious- 
ness, Want of Tone, all Female Complaints, ete. 


“QUITE COOL AND CLEAR.” 


46 First Avenue, Manor Park, E. 
August 15th, 1895. 


Messrs. GURDEN ¢ CO. 


SIRS,—I am obliged to you for the Pills. 
I have suffered much of late from headaches. 
Last night I took three of the Pills, and to- 
day my head is Quite Cool and Clear. 


Yours very truly, 
FRANK BRIGHT. 


IF YOUR CHEMIST DOES NOT KEEP SLOPER’S PILLS 


SEND 9} IN STAMPS TO 
THE PROPRIETORS, 


GURDEN & CoO., 


90 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C., 
AND A BOX WILL BE SENT IMMEDIATELY. 


A FRIEND'S ADVICE. 


FIVE-AND-TWENTY years ago, Maude and Marjory had been 
school-girl« together. Neither hud yet been led to the hymeneal 
altar,—not for want of trying, the ill-natured said—and tocaar they 
were the belles of the West Pier. 

“ Maude,” said Marjory, in 2 tone of confidence, as they strolled 
at regulation pace between Brighton and the pier-head. “1 dare- 
say you've noticed that a distinguished elderly gentleman has paid 
me great attention of late?” 

“ Po vou mean that old fossil in the white hat?” 

“Really, Maude, you mustn't talk like that. The major is not 
ze siaty ; he lost his first wife early, hence his being so grey of 
head, Anyway, he, proposed to me last night. ipalh Stoo tosettle 
the whole of his property on me, and wants the wedding to take 
place at the very carliest moment possible.” Then she added, 
artlessly and inzenuously, “What would yeu do, Maud?” 

* Has he any children living?” 

“Two grown-up sons, but they are both in the Army.” 

“ (£ TL were you I should pull myself together and have the knot 
tied with the very least delay in the world.” 

“Oh, I'm not afraid of his changing his mind,” said Marjory, 
hardly relishing her companion's eayerness, 

“No, perhaps not,” responded Maude, “but then you never 
know what the sons might do, If they get to hear of it they might 
have him ex:mined by the commissioner in lunacy, who would 
probably put him ander sufe control, if not, ina straight-jacket-——" 

Bash! It was Marjory’s gold-mounted ca tout cas that crashed 
across Maude's elaborate straw hat and brought its wearer to the 
boards, And the following day the contents bills of the Susser 
Evening News coutained the following lines :-— 


“SCENE ON THE WEST PIER. 
RIVAL BEAUTIES 
INDULGE IN A 
PARASOL FIGHT.” 


———_—_———_—__ 


OTHER PEOPLE'S TROUBLES. 


Ir itis true that old Lucifer laughs whenever a man lies, what 
an irresistible humorist he must consider the weather prophet of 
a certain daily illustrated contemporary ! 

A Hammersmith man who has just separated from his wife—she 
was a perfect terror, it eecms-—snys that when Cupid fires an arrow 
it doesn't pierce x» mun so much, but it sort of knocks him 
senseless for a time. 

This ia about the worst time of vear for tramps and loafers. All 
the towns are hot, stutly and uncomfortable, and if you get into the 
country you either have tu go to work at hop-picking or starve! 

A man at Manchester has been arrested disguised as an old 
woman, The old woman, disguised as a girl is at large in London 
and was last seen ints seconds ago, getting outside a ‘bus that was 
going Exhibitionwards. 

What is the exact difference between the man who is too honest 
to steal and the one who borrows half-a-quid of you with the tixed 
intention of never paying it back?) Answers, accompanied by the 
sender's certiticate of birth and receipt for last payment of Income 
Tax, should be prepaid. 

There is a certain comic artist, who was married only last year, 
who is a brute, and one without a heart at that. His wife has a baby 
six weeks old, and he grumbled that he couldn't do any work for 
its incessant howling. As the poor woman didn’t know how to 
make it stop he now has the baby placed on a small table in his 
sketching room, and all the while it howls he sits and makes life- 
like sketches of it, which are in great demand amongst the lower 
order of “comic” editors. 


A CONUNDRUM. 


WAatT's the difference between being made old and being an 
old maid !—Why, one’s having your youth knocked out because 
you're married, and t‘other is because you're fool enough to worrit 
yourself into your grave because you ain't. 


291 
THE PINK 
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*BUS! 


“THE world,” said some bloke, “is the same all over. Yet it's 
worth while one’s worriting oneself about it all the same.” 

Thus said the 
"bus conductor—a 
somewhat beery- 
looking conductor 
—a conductor 
with greasy 
leather gloves, yet 
with a pleasant, 
good-natured, if 
reddish eve. 

“And the wa 
the world wags 7s 
somewhat won- 
derful, you bet 
your bottom 
dollar.” 

1 thought he 
was in the way 
of telling me 
something, so of 
course I listened. 

“When you've 
drove a ‘bua a 
goodish number 
o' years,” he went 
on, “you begins ~~~ 
to learn a bit, xo I 
cantellyou. Now, 
about the gals?” 

pricked up 
my ears, I am 
over forty anid 
inclined to bald- 
aay all the same I like, at times, to hear about them gals, 

“You see ‘em young, you see ‘em middling missies, you see ‘em 
grown old. A regler drama all through it is, 80 I says.” 

As he stopped to put the refreshing pewter to his lips I said: 
bas Let me know something about it.” He nodded assent. 

“Well, 1 knows the little ‘uns by their ways, the missies 
—the fourteen and fifteen-year olders—by their ways, and the 
grown-up ‘uns by their ways, Now, I tell you, so here goes: 
Ten years ago there to come on this "bus a gal of twelve— 
pretty, fair hair, blue-eyed, plump and sharp like. But says I to 
inyself, this ‘ere chick is 0 bit too sharp like. 1 knows that she 
went to and fro arter Board School to see of her mother, Thinks 
I to myself, thinks ], it nin’t good a little ‘un travelling about by 
herself too much, and Ma‘s— good, respectable Ma's—don't want 
mersages too often sent to em in the arternoons, Why ain't they 
at home, J says. Then that little innocence began handing in 
ees French pennies 
6 A far too often. 

pc Bue Says | to her: 

“* You've been 
a French penny- 
ing of 
often, my dear, 
lately, and 1 
can't be always 
n-passing of ‘em 


A gal of twelve, 


"4 
el 


“*] knows my 
way nbout,’ says 
the little ‘un. 

“IT don’t care, 
I tells youngain 
about kiddies 
whoknows their 
ways about too 
much. 

“And now I 
thinks on her 
again as when 
she was about 
fifteen or six- 
teen, or nigh 
thereabouts, 
Oh! so spry,and 
pikey and perky. 
She wore short 
frocks; but, 
then she wore short stockings with clocks on ‘em, 

“*You're getting quite the young lady,’ I says one night. 

“She looks up at me as ‘orty asa statoo at the Welsh Harp, and 
says, ‘I'm on at the panto,. my man.’ 

“*My man,’ indeed! But still, thinks I, what's the harm in 
panto. working?) That gal may grow up nice and get married 
respectable. Yet I sces a feller with hera year orso gone by. Nice 
watch chain. black tie, collars as clean as sixpenny white chins 
plates, ‘A bit solemn,’ 1 thinks. ‘I wonder how it'll all work. 
Will she get tired of him?) Will he give her a black eye?’ Then 
they used to nag a bit as they come home from the theatre, Then 
sudden she ceased a-coming. Then he'd come by hisself looking 
extry down in the dumps. 

“Broken ‘art and too much sherbet,’ I says to myself. ‘I sup. 
poze she’s left him.’ 

“Well, well! do you know that arter that I has a day off and 
goes to Hampton Court, and [sees her ina barouche and pair. 

“+ Ah!’ says Ltomyself, ‘so that’s the way the world goes, 13 it?’ 

“A year goes by, and blest if she ain't a travellin’ in the pink 
‘bus agin! She did not look so well, but worn and faded, ni the 
seams showed on her 
velvet mantle. 

“*Hullo! miss or 
missus,’ says 1. 

“She looked at me 
quite angry, instead 
of pleased at seein’ of 
an old friend. 

“*Youre a goal 
deal too knowin’ 
with yer wise looks,’ 
says she. ‘You've 
seen me as kid—as 
missie—as_ married — 
as a swell—now as 
not well. So I'm 
a-going to Waterloo 
Bridge it—am 1? Vin 
a-going to charcoal of 
myself—am I?) Um 
a-going to Prussic 
acid it—am T? Don't 
you be so clever at 
guessing.’ 

“She wax smarter 
than mearterall, with 
all the accoomalated 
wisdom of the "bus 
on me. 

“The next time 1 
ece her I'm blest if 
she wasn’t a Salva- 
tion Army general, 
romping past in a e 
brougham dragged by a knock-kneed grey. You may watch the 
ways o’ them gals; but you'll never know what they’re coming to. 

“This here's a drama—not a story.” 


A barouche and pair, ~ 


Au Army generaL 
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“Oh! Invoice, you wih me to raise your THE NEW NIGGER! o 
Al " Ww aves next week, Well, Pthink T u Well-- yes, dear, 1 do wash; but that duty ic 
anand RESORTS SERA. ene een,  ipetirhestghckorg trouble, yon ; may pve ee Sue-p. Well, T's bluwed if T don’t go about with a white trenerally restrictel to my hands and fave." — Ext ne 
No. 13.—Ilfracombe. the usual umount.” face pow, Jrom Letter of Young Lady. 
DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—PETER TERRY, Esq. 
©° Miss Sloper will be delighted tw receive photographs from those = 


of her friends whose portrai’s have nut yet been inserted. 


TOOTSIB'S FRIENDS. 


OMNIA VINCIT 


(1) “Mr. Terry, sir, I have come to interview you,” sail A, SLOPER, entering that Universe—have done without their ‘H.-H.,’ for the supply under the theu existing 
gentleman's study. Mr. Terry bowed, “You, my dear sir,” went on the Aged, — circumstances could not have been Sept te to the demand. Sir, there would bave 
“Lave been traly styled by a coutemporary the Grand Oli Man of the Tondon news been a riot ——(3) Doubtless you have rd of the statue of myself being crowned 
trade, Therefore to you I am well known by reputation, although you retiral — by Fame, executed by a monumental mason—a sanguine young man—of Hatterse, 
shortly before my first number saw the light. Iam ALEXANDER SLOVER, of the — to be paid for by a shilling fund ?——(4) ‘SLOPER,’ said His Royal Highness the 
‘HaLF-HoLIDAY !" I intended to interview you on the first of last month, — Prince of Wales to me the other day, ‘we will have it in the Imperial Institute‘ 
but the fates willel it otherwise. Let me explain. On that day / was * Prince,’ said I,* 1 thank you, No. The Institute is but for Home and Colonial 
languishing between stone walls in the neighbourhuud of Wandsworth. A pail purposes, Find a site where it can be seen by the whole workl, ur that statue remaiué 
minion of the parish had called twice—teice, sir, for the rates! ‘A most unwarrant- for ever, as now, in the monumental masou's yard a cock-shy for the youth of 
uble piece of impertinence,’ said I to the paid minion, * consequently I shall not pay.’ Battersea!’ By-the-by, Mr. Terry, I understand you ure a total abstainer, Sir, I 


No, 408.—Mtss JessIE DENTON, “All right,’ said the paid minion, ‘you know the law !’ + Now, Mr. Terry, I, like you, honour you for it; so am TI!" Mr, Terry bent a steady yaze on the nose of the 

Sek aeiae am a staunch Nonconfornist, and I was determine? not to conform to that law, and Eminent, and coughed drily. “Ab, sir, that is indigestion coupled with chronic hav 
*-Twould be my death to learn she was another's. like the martyrs of old, did my fortnight. Ha! Mr. Terry, indeel, wonderful leaps fever!" Here A. SLOPER produced his handkerchief with a fourish. That flouri-h 
—The Dovk Snook, gull bounds has the nema trade made since you were first connected with Mr. a it, for with the bandana out-came the bottle, which rolled to the feet of att 

« ” ae Newbury in, I believe, 1818—correct me, my dear sir, am wrong as to dates.—— erry. “Only a bair-wash, my dear sir,” said A SLoreR, hastily recovering it. 
Her beauty is that of a Venus. Led Bim: (2) Fancy the newsman selling the ‘H.-H.’—now rolling out in tons all over the — “ which I find most efficacious, Fortunately for you, you do not require it. Goo 
“Tell me, dearest, do I hope in vain?” —The Hon, Billy. worli—by sound of horn. Jove, sir, what would the people of England—nay, the day!” “Abt” said Mr. Terry,“ good-day !" and so ended the memorable interview 


THE LIGHTED CANDLE TEST, OR MORE TEMPERANCE. 
: ene LS 


a 


eNom oe 


= = = =  s eee = — _——— 
(1) “Before one o° ye enters the Kirk,” said the gentle Elder, “every one must stand the lighted candle test, to (2) When toe Laird went off with a bang, and the Meenister said, “ Let me commit suicide at once—cauld water 
sce if ye hae faithfully kept the temperance pledge.” is preferable ta being made a sky-rocket of |" 


7 ee . 
es _ EE eR SS OE Se SE ee a 2 Oeeee——eEeEEEe eee, eae tly ita ta it eae 


cqturday, September 14, 1895.) ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 293 
9 


“sil -DARKIES 
DoWwKeEYsT) R. 


——- 


a <4 
Sru- revoir. 


he Tew orcerut 


Pian pe 


Po Ty, , » i “ : : a, 
A-Bumber- ats 
OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


Here we are again, ladies and gentlemen! I have prepared a show this week in every way behold a gallant race :—A long farewell to Irving and To Ellen and their gallant band :-—We 
worthy of my reputation and of your patronage. What do you think? Doesn't it make your —hAcarea sigh of great relief, His stay intewn was far from bricf:—The modern masher's stick, L 
eves sparkle, eh? On we go:—A gay recruit we here do ace, Who tops the beam at six fect three :-— — hear, Will be a werk of art next year—My centre illustration has been designed personally by 
thin-skinned, without a doubt, are they Who at harsh words great fright display :—This benefit A, SLOPER specially for the occasion. He thinks it very smart, | consider it rather ridiculous, 
brought great delight To crowds of folk the other night :—The donkeys stir at merry pace, And we | What do you think -——THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN, 


nie’ coadu 


SO UN-SHELFISH. 


“What say? Deen out of work for months, ain't got a 
‘a'‘penny, and must do something? Well, get married, or sct up 
as a bank director; there's work for you,” 


THAT KNOCKED 'EM. 


“Wot say? Got to give haudible warning o' yer approach ? 
Well, that dou't trouble me much ; I'm a muff man when I'm 


at ‘ume,” 


4s 

at 

a, 

at 

The “new” a ') 
Ne“ new" man (as advertised) and the “new ” baby—exchange “What have you ordered for lunch, Lele?" Winkles.” “ Winkles! Good Heavens! is this a joke?” , 

and mutual satisfaction. “No, dear, You're always telling me to patronize lucal industries, xo I ordered winkles.” ON PRESSING BUSINESS. | 

a 

‘Je 
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ALLY-CAMPANE. 
Minny Margate has been fully justifying its felicitous desi 


durin the delightful weather we have been experiencing, and the 
town has, ina theatrical pare 
lince, been” literally turning 
money away,” so impossible 
was it to find accommodation 
for the tremendous intlux of 
visitors, That popular Mar- 
uate celebrity, Ally’s old pal, 
“Unele Bones,” is in zreat 
form this year, and his 
eccentric make-up has fairly 
knocked ‘om. * Now, then, 
Tottic, get your ticket-money 
ready, please } S 


We have “received one 
hamper of “game” from our 
friends, but it was in the 
shape of a bomb, instead of 
n brace of partridges, We 
ure awaiting eagerly the de- 
velopment of affairs, 


s 

ACCORDING to a contem- 
porary, there ure seven 
editors in New York who are 
millionsires, We have good 
authority for asserting that 
there are at present at least 
fifty London editors in 
ney prison, and about 

one hundred and twenty-five in the workhouse, 

* 


* 

Is response to numerous very pressing inquiries, we are author- 
ised to state that A. SLOPER'S return to town will not take place 
until the end of the month, Several creditors have notified their 
intention of sitting on the doorstep until the Old) Man turns up. 
They have our sympathy, The Ancient usually has to pawn his 
undershirt to help make up the fare, 

7 * 


* 

THE Tottering Structure has this day been pleased to confer 
the * Award of Merit” upon RicHIB THORN, because he is a 
most popular manager,“ Feyther,” remarked the Azure-Eyed, 
“you've done the right thing agin, you ‘ave, this time. Richie 
ix one of the best known men in Glasgow, und the Scotia 
one of the best variety halls. "Pon my word, feyther, hif 
you go ou like this 1 shall git less ashamed of ‘avin’ yer for a 
parient every day.” But this was too much for the Aged, who 
promptly avenged the insult in the good old customary way. 

aos 


= 

Tuk Temperance Party have had a nasty smack in the face. 
Two members of their clique have recently died through excessive 
ten drinking. 
Sir Wilfrid 
Lawson bass 
Very strong 
case to meet 
in this in- 
stance, 

. 


* 

WERE is 
another of 
the many 
Larks ! testi- 
moniuls we 
have re- 
ceived, one 
of which we 
intend — pub- 
lishing week- 
Jy until the 
supply is ex- 
hausted. Ma- 
dame Adelina 
Patti writes: 
“LT have taken 
your wonder. 
ful ha‘porth 
ever since it 
started, and 
couldn't sing 
for nuts with. 
outit. P.S— 
1 really think 
you ought to 
put me on the free list for this, Yours Larkily. ADELINA PATTI.” 

8 


ia 
Brock’s Benefit always draws a big crowd to the Crystal Palace, 
out last Thursday the attendance must. have beaten all records, 
The display was a marvellous one, and the numerous novelties 
introduced’ fairly carried the spectators away with delight, and 
proved beyond question that the great pyrotechnic tirm are quite at 
the top of the tree. ee 
s 


THE Mildewed Yachtsman telegraphs, just as we go to press, 
that the Zootsie Belle had a narrow escape of being run down, He 
tells us, however, that by lufling the main gaf, letting fly the 
signal haliiards, reeting the bowsprit, and putting the tiller-hard 
a-weather, he just managed to clear, 

sf 
s 

TuE company at the Oxford is one not to be missed by any 
sound-minded individual, forthere, as) er ususl,underthe supervision 
of Mr, Lundy, all goes 
well. The artistes are 
too numerous to men- 
tion, so go ye and 
sample for yourselves, 


TUE Shahzada has 
left us, Not altogether, 
though. He has too 
much admiration for 
English loveliness, If 
he does not return to 
our shores, it will not 
be the fault of our 
fair sisters, 

J 


s 

HAVE you scen Miss 
Brown? We don't 
mean the lady at the 
end of the street; but 
the young person who 
hangs out at the Vaude- 
ville. If not we most 
strongly advise you to 
lose no time in making 
her acquaintance, for a 
more diverting young 
lady you won't meet 
with in any of the 
London theatres, Viss 

Brown is the most popular show of the day, 


* 
Hooray for Surrey! They have won the Championship, 
together with our blessing. They will oblige, though, next year 
by not making quite 60 cloze a shave of it, 
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THE silly season is a bit late this year. Owing to the General 
Elcction aud the necessarv vreliminary meeting of the new Parlia- 
ment the papers have 
not yet been very hard 
pushed for copy, but as 
soon as they break up 
at St. Stephen's the wily 
editor will have his 
work cut out, Then 
will our old acquaint. 
ance the sea serpent 
pay us his annual visit, 
mermaids disport 
themselves off — the 
Orkness, and forty-feet 
sharks drift. ashore at 
Hastings. Then will 
every bore who has 
something to grumble 
at rush into print upon 
every particularly un- 
interesting subject, and 
the vexed question of 
“What shall we do 
with our Mothers-in- 
I:w?" or “Are Sun- 
day Bags a necessity?" 
he discussed with all 
the fire and eloquence 
that can he turned on. 


THERE fs no truth 
in the rumour that the 
Honourable Billy has . 2 
been offered the post of taster to an eminent firm of ginger-bcer 
manufacturers, Billy says he wishes there was, 

s¢ 


s 
PLEASE take our advice and yatronise the Canterbury Music. 
hall. The company engaged is really exceptional, and the pro- 
gramme gigantic. Patronise this hall by all means. 
= 


s 
A CONTEMPORARY says that it is quite del lenttel to see the 
bronzed faces of the people just returned from the seaside, Well 
bet odds sume of them have been done very brown indeed. 

se 


s 
THE pheasant shooting on the Mildew Court preserves has not 
vet been let. Offers may be cent to 99, when full particulars will 
be forwarded, *.* 


JANE CAKEBREAD has popped up once more, and ix now 
regaling herself with a month's eojourn in Pentonville. When 
Jane comes out of quod, we 
shall be pleased to acknow- 
ledge that she is the most 
uncient among our very oid- 
est relics, 7 


Now, boys, pull your- 
selves together, and look up 
your knickers, etc., for the 
season once more is about 
to commence at the St. 
James's Athletic Club, 
Peckham. — All _athletic- 
inclined individuals should 
ut ouce apply for particu. 
lars and become member: 
for_a more jovial, convivial 
and social lot of clever 
athletes could not be found 
in a day's march, Walk up! 
for whether you are_round- 
backed, hump- backed, 
knock-kneed, we care not, 
for under the able instructors 
at the above club, all goes 
well. Jack Natty, G. Wyker 
and several others are very 
kind with the gloves and 
object to black eyes, ete, 


THE Sloper staff are i 
going to take their Summer holidays, porsibly before Christmas, 
that is if the weather and things general ly adit. 


s 
HUNTING-MEN residing in the neighbourhood of Pattersea will 
be glad to hear that the Mildew Court Hounds will not be given 
up this season. The first day's cubbing is fixed for next week, and 
everything now points to a successful season with the famous old 


pack, ss 
s 


Tiexny IrvING made his first appearance before the public at 
the age of sixteen. A. SLOPER goes one better than this; he 
appeared at the public bar of the Blue Pig before he was twelve 
years of age. s 

= 


Tur Skunk having been scratched for the St. Leger, A. 
SLOPER has planked all his spare cash on * Unsweetened.” The 
betting is at present three to one on the latter winning in a canter, 


s 

Weare all glad to see Mr. Toole back again, after his long and 
serious illness, which attacked him on the very night of the first 
production of 
Thoroughbred, 
Sut¥ering as he 
was then, we 
were still able 
to see what a 
fine part he had 
as Kimple, and & 
what a lot of 
fun he would be 
uble to get out 
of it under hap- 
pier conditions. 
And now that 
the genial J. L. 
has returned to 
the charge fit 
and well, we 
have no doubt 
but that the 
farce will 
tuke ita de- 
served place in 
the public esti- 
mation, 

nd 


Ld 
RECENTLY- 
published stat- 
stics go tu 
vrove that 
lindness is de- 
creasing. This 
ix not so in 


Fleet Street. 
The number of men “absolutely blind” to be met with, in that 
classical thoroughfare, particular] y ‘about cloring time, is remarkable, 


THE lady bicyclist still predciminates in France. The male, in 
fact, is about adopting the female's sole perquisite, viz., petticoats, 
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A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTs. 


A CALENDAR PON THK WEEK ENDINO SEPFEMDER 2137, 1995, 
1895. 
15th September, 1680.— This day “The Ma pail 
Liverpool Railway for carriage by steam was oun a 
national and great commercial day.” Srttuss 


16th September, 1847.—Shakespeare's house at Strat}, 


on-Avon was this day sold fur 23000, onde 


18th September, 1854.—Thomas Egert ilk : 
dramatist, sted this day, uged forty-two, ecete Wiles a proli' 


19th September, 1665.—The number of de: 
Plague in London in the week ending this day inept aa 
0,000, oa 


20th September, 1863. — Phil Stone, the f; 
Drury “ Property Man,” died this day, aged ee Old 


2ist September, 1841.—Tom Dibden died thi ae 
seventy. Be wis the author of 800 plays, this day, aged 


ee 


EXCLUDED. 


BEAUTIFUL smiles—celestial siniles— 
S vor condi! et eh ge peters 
m the kittens and cata with whose frolicsome wile: 
She beguiles many tedious hours, roa 
And Kitty and Topsy and Jess I would fain 
Bury deep in the deepsomest sea ; 
For, unasking, they gain what 1 cannot obtain— 
She has never a smile for me! 


Beautiful smiles—celestial smiles— 
The sweetest of smiles she bestows 

On the children, up-climbing o'er fences and stiles, 
Whom she sees as a-strolling she goes. 

And I love little bairns, yet 'twould please me to set 
All these juveniles up on my knee, 

And belabour them soundly—because that they get 
What has ne'er been accorded to me! 


Beautiful smiles—celestial smiles— 
She has genial smiles to give 

To the old and infirm (she to see them walks miles) 
Whom her bounty enables to live. 

And those old and infirm I could cheerfully slay 
(Though my spite very blameworthy be), 

For, while smiling on them in her sweet, sunny way, 
She has never a smile for me! a 


— oa 


NERVE BITTERS. 


“Dvr given you twenty grains, sir,” said the urbane chemi, 
filling up the tube with aqua diatillata and handing it tot 
melancholy man who stood in front of the counter.“ At the «10 
time, if you've suffered from this lack of nerve for any lensth «1 
time, 1 would advize you to try a bottle of our Buck-up Bie., 
—now they're the bitters to give a man nerve, if you like!” 

“They do, eh? 

“Godfrey danielisaacs, 1 should think so! They've proved the 
making of many a man, I can tell you. Why, only last wel. a 
customer caine in,—nice young fellow he is, too, used to live wutin 
Highbury New Park—and he took two thirteenpenny-hal{penny 
bottles. He'd made up his mind to ask for the hand of a wealthy, 
contractor's daughter, and, as he hadn't a bob in the world ora 
second suit of clothes, it didn’t look as though he'd got ‘any 
earthly.’ But our bitters backed him up! He sailed right into th 
old man’s presence—lovely house—mansion—Potter'’s Bar—and he 
say's “Now then, uld sportsman, I’m dead mashed on your danzhi-r, 
Edith. Just sny the words ‘she’s yours,’ and look slippery 
ubout it!” 

* Whatever did the old chap say?” : : 

“Well, it took his breath away at first ; then, with a fine air of 
sarcasm, he said to our young customer, ‘ You infernal scour. 
is there snything else you'd like?’ The young man from Highbury 
said, ‘Thanks,—though 1 didu’t expect you'd have met me 3: 
handsomely as this—just send for your |xtss-hook, see what vou're 
worth, and settle two-thirds of it on me an’ Edith, Then, a yeu 
cau't live many years longer, you might clear out o° this in favour 
of us—the happy young pair—and get a bit of a bed-an’sittn 
room up nearer Islin'ton—" ; 

“Well?” said the melancholy man, helping himsclf to 4 
roze-lrop. ' . 

“Well, sir, that fairly settled the old man. He just gave =<" 
seven short, sharp gasps, and passed peacefully away, and now the 
young man’s got the whole, not two-thirds, of the old chap's ss. 
the house, furniture, carringes, servants, the daughter au all. aud 
if you'll believe me, sir——”" : 

“Tm thanged, drawn and quartered, if I will!” shouted the 
indignant customer as he adroitly pocketed a tablet of sulphur-o 
und a rubber teething-ring, and stalked unijestically out vl 
the shop. 


———¢—___—__ 


FROM ACROSS THE SEA. 


TUE ripe ruddy glow of a September sunset was upon everything 
in the sleepy little village, and a tall handsome girl ; well—er—lt > 
sy young woman, and not bother about’ how many summer 
but with arather worn expression in her large grey eve*. at 
talking to a boy of ten or eleven years of oldnezs, who was sitther+ 
ing nasturtium seeds, P ‘ ‘ 

“ Where ia the Niebe, now, Georzie?” the maiden asked sadly. 

“ Last we ‘cared of her,” answered the boy, “she wasat Santiso 
in the Pacitic. She was on her way to the Falkland Islands” 

“ And,” continued the maid, her colour heightening slightly, 
“your big brother, Harry, how washe?” ae 

“Oh, ripping, accordin’ to his letter,” said the seeddeatienty 
brightening up. “ He's been doing some tradin’ or dealin’ ote i 
sort ‘on his own,’ and he speaks of having made tw regular in 
o' money. lL reckon J shall take to the sea when Din a bit olcer. 

“ Did he say anything else, George?” 

“Oh, yes, he asked how you was.” ante 
The girl’s—that is, we mean the young woman's—heart Veat ae 
faster as the boy spoke, but controlling her emotion, she asked: 

* He asked after me, did he?” eae ANF 

“Yus, he did. He asked if there was any likelihood of vue 
turning a nun and enterin’ a nunnery for good, as if so he dl ine 
back and settle down quietly ; otherwise, he thought he show. 
about takin’ a place in Terra del Fuego!” erat 

The Sepiember sunset was riper and ruddier now. but it we i 
ruddier than the jet of warm age that belched forth from atid 
George's jugular Vein when the enraged girl—bez arden, 1 
womun—fell violeutly upon hin and stabbed him with her hat!" 


—_—o—_—— 


AWKWARD. 


‘ : a 
WHEN you've spent your last penny in drink and in for 
Fora friend who a visit has paid, sir, | 
And you're chatting with him in convivial mood 
Like a man who of money is made, sir : 
Then O how your face with disquiet grows dark, 
O what cuss-words you gladly would say, sit, 
If vour slavey comes in, with the crushing remark, 
“ Here's a letter—with Twopence To Pay, Sir- 


————— Ls LL] |—|)])™h™CU 
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QUITE (T!T-TAT) TOO-TOO! 

latest pastime im peerage circles is to tattoo the arm or wrist with 

is the family crest.) 

1s order to prove their 
identification, 

All Joann sie 
to as the best 
Have marted a fad 
(yea, with much exul- 

tation) 

To tattoo themselves 
with the Family 
Crest ! 

And Herald's Collegi- 
ans find business rule 


ee 

"uh oe clpLs T 4, 

.  rarroe HIT, | 
gg Ee, 


lively 
In digging up 
* Arms” for the par- 


venu tribe, 

For the New Rich with 
buzzing (like bees 
that are “hive”-ly), 

Their crests and grand 
mottoes would thusly 
describe : 

Singing, “ Tit-tat-too- 
ral-loo-ral-loo ! 

I'll be marked as well 


as pe ! 
With my motto and 
my crest 
On my wrist, or arm, 
or chest, 


T'll tit-tat-too as well as you!” 


And our fine young nobility, keen on “ daggs”-doing, 
Outrival each other in puncturing arms, 

They cannot be gay till they've fixed up tattooing, 
In order to show that blue blood has its charms. 

‘And if this peer-puncturing fad keeps in fashion, 
Nobility’s scions and “ parvenues ” too 

Will have so many “ markings ” for cutting a dash on, 
The poor punctured pets will be all black and blue ! 


DIAMOND CUT DIAMOND. 
Tit fair young actress leant back lazily in her isxeriows. otal 
tk cig look e« 


“No—er—it's not that, 
Yinnie,” he said, rather 
a ervously,—" er—er—the 
ie act is. my dear girl, I'm 
oing to be married next 
yonth.” 
The other started ; then 
he laughed, —* Really, 
Bussie.” she said, “this is ~~ 
ery sudden. It's usual 
» consult the lady in 
hese cases, believe. 
uppose I say 1 can’t be 
wily by then?” 
ang it all, Winnie,” 
ried her companion, 
don't pretend to misun- 
Nerstand me. I'm going 
nuty Lady Maude 
Bullion.” 
ir of To his astonishment, 
Vinnie received the news 
ith the utmost calmness. 
And may [ ask, Lord Au 


bury 


| gustus,"’ she said, with dignity, “if yon 
informed Lady Maude that you are already engaged to me?” 


et “Look here, Winnie,” said the young fe)*ow, “ you must drop 
Your iis nonsense. I'm bound to marry her, you know, the guv’nor's 
ton mid on it,and if t did 


on ityat pees a to marry youthere's no harm done.” 
“You'll tind yourself mistaken there,” cried the girl, angrily, 
when I pull you up for breach of promise ; and what will the 
ciress say then?” 

“Breach of promise be hanged,” shouted the other ; “how are 
on going to prove it?” 

“By your Piers dear boy,” said Winnie, triumphantly. “You 
em to forget the dozens you've sent me.” 

Lord Augustus smiled mockingly. “Very sorry to shake your trust 
in human nature, Winnie,” he said, “but those letters were written 
invisible ink, you won't be able to read a line of them now.” 


or myself by accident, for, knowing your delightful nature, J tuk 
fe peveaution of having them photographed on receipt.” 

A few days later the Society paragraphers contradicted tho 
previously announced engagements of Lord Augustus Pebblebeach 
nel Lady Maude Bullion. 


——$-—_—_— 


BELLES OF THE BUFFET. 
No. 33.—THE ARUNDEL GIRL. 
(' 0). Tue bold Shahzada so 
. ry ( long did stay 
yMIK 2 (Bright is the Barns- 
— —— bury belle ! 
> That they thoucht ho 
would never va- 
moose nway, 
But forever in England 
dwell. 
No heed he gave to the 
hints they gave, 
And they wondered 
what witching spell 
Prevented his crossing 
the whirling wave. 
(Pright is the Barns. 
bury belle !) 


~ Some of them thought 
that he feared his 


tov 


(hers 


lly. 
azo, 


Ltlyy 


ret, 
mene tan’) 
y jot 
der. 


"rhe i 
F ft) 


your 


: wih If Ni . (Bright is the Larns. 
a Lac lk bury belle?) ; 
Some of them thought the religious fire 
Of the Britishers pleased him well. 
But, if only they'll query the cause from me, 
ad I've a different tale to tell, 
And I guess that my guess will the right one be. 
(Bright is the Barnsbury belle!) 


Ina Barnsbury hostel I spied him thrice 
(Bright ia the Barnsbury belle!) ; 

I watched how the charms ‘of a damsel nice 

_ Did the gloom from his face dispel. 

Yes, twas Annic’s beauty and Annie’s smile 
Caused such love in his heart to swell, 

That it made him reluctant to leave our isle. 
(Bright isthe Barnsbury belle!) 


“Thank you, Augustus,” was the reply; “but I found that out . 


ALLY C' OPER’'S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
THE EDITOR'S LETTER-BOX. 


— se 


“Bea Vista,” SELSDON Roap, West Norwoop, 
Auguat 18th, 1895, 

My Nose Tomato-nosen ALLY,—'Tis with unbounded joy I 
have to thank vou for the “Sloper Award of Merit” received this 
day, and T emphatically vote it a work of art, which PE shall much 
prize. The pictorial explanation of your prosperity, as depicted on 
the said Award, destroys the old Virtue rewarded, honesty 
prospers, and wickedness punished,” etc., ete. For truly, in your 
case, the Rogue has prospered. Oh where and oh where would 
you be, my noble Anglo-Prussian, China-Japan-ned, Rusherized, 
British citizen, if honest men had their due? ‘The sincere hope of 
your esteemed friend is that long may you live, with abundance of 
“ Unsweetened" aqua pura, which has beforehand had all the 
microbes annihilated by an pune addition of Gin(ger) Toddy. 
No more on't ; ‘tis well that thy fair name should not be darkenel 
by the slightest reflection of untruth. In taking adieu, L hope you 
will live long to gloat over the crimes of your youth, aud appreciate 
the sincere friendship of Yours aheerily. 


Ros RimMELL, F.O.S, 
——— Gee 


THE DIARY OF A FLAT. 
(Continued). 
MY FIRST RACE MEETING. 


Tam sad at heart, dear diary, and the weariness of the flesh is 
sore upon me. 1 feel 1 am losing my way in the broad paths of 
unrighteousness, ax my aunt Keziah calls it. My aunt, I grieve to 
say, has not yet taken me to her breast, or planted the kiss of 
forgiveness upon my little brow, She maintains, in fact, what 
Mr. Charles Wilkinson, whom I have discovered isa young man 
of a most humorous disposition, calls a penny ice demeanour, and 
1 am thrown a great deal upon my own resources. My aunt 
absolutely refuses to play ball with me in the back garden, and has 
also hidden away her battledore and shuttlecock, of which pastime 
1 am extremely fond. Mr. Wilkinson, however, has most kindly 
promised to show me about a bit, as he says, which T have no 
doubt will be very nice, though he is hardly as suitable a compan- 
jon aa my aunt would have selected. I fear also, poor fellow, that 
he has a most unretentive memory, as he is so frequently leaving 
his purse at home, and forgets altogether the many little sums [ 
have.advanced upon these occasions. And now, dear diary, I must 
tell you of my yesterday's adventures, I tremble to make the con- 
fession, it looks so awful in black and white, and would fain hold 
my peace, but that I have sworn to have no secrets from you. 
Dear diary, Z hare bren toa race merting, 

I really had no idea, when Mr, Wilkinzon asked me to go to 
Kempton Park with him, that it was a place for horseracing. [ 
had always understood that it was one of the County Council's 
new recreation grounds, and was most shocked at my dis- 
covers, 

Most unfortunately for me, I somehow lost sight of Mr. Wilkin- 
son, and though I searched most diligently, I could find no trace 
of him. 1 then observed certain gentlemen garbed in rather 
eccentric fashion handing various sums of moncy out of their 
satchels to people who presented little coloured tickets. Noticing 
one of them on the ground, I secured it most gleefully. and handed 
it to one of the men who seemed to be the most generous in giving 
hia money away. To my great astonishment, he struck me most 
violently upon the nose, and requested me to “ fake tickets on my 
fat aunt.” He also used some most profane and Bicol meniaty 
remarks upon my eyes, with which, dear diary, [ will not sully 
your chaste pager. 

After that a most gentlemanly-looking man approached me, and 
explained that I could only obtain the money by backing 9 winner, 
but that as he had taken a great fancy to me. he would) put me on 
to a dead cert. He said that he wasn brother of the jockey that 
was riding the horse, and that I had better give him a tenner to 
ae on for me, and I should win a hundred, 1 thanked him most 

heartily, and he went away with my money to where the betting 
was being carried on. To my great delight the horse 1 had backed 
came in first, and 1 at ouce rushed off to where my new friend had 
arranged to meet me. I really waited most patiently for him until 
it was all over, but he did not come, and [ was compelled to leave 
without knowing what accident had befallen him. 

But when I arrived at the station a most dreadful thing occurred. 
1 found that Thad lost my purse with my return ticket and all my 
money. My watch and chain were also gone, and xs I could see 
nothing of Mr. Wilkinson I was compelled to walk all the way 
back. 1 was moat fatigued on arrival, and the loss has occasioned 
my present sadness. In one week I have come home mtoxicated 
and Jost my watch and money at a race meeting. 

T really am going it. 

(Zo be continued next week.) 


—_——_>—__— 


SEASIDE SONNETS. 

No. 12.—Break! Break! Break! 

Break, break, break, 

On thy cold grey stones, O sen! 

But I'll never again a vacation take 
On the shimmering sands of thee. 

A dear little wife have I, 
A wife and ten kids to keep, 
And our time, since the first of the month July, 

We have passed by the briny deep. 


Break, break, break, 
On thy pitiless crags, O sea! 
But I wish to heaven, as 1 shake and quake, 
I had never set eyes on thee. 
Distressful 1 wail and weep, 
For I never dreamt what a lot 
Of cash in twelve weeks it would take to keep 
Twelve folks at a seaside sput. 


Break, break, break, 
On thy treacherous rocks, O sea! 
And thy breaking powers make my bosom ache— 
Thou hast broken the heart of me. 
Yes, thy breaking powers provoke 
Me to rage that is sad to see: 
I'm broke—I'm broke—I am stony broke 
Through staying three months with thee ! 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 


A“GRASD"” Book : Tie Hearenly Twins, 

Mem. Astronomical.—The Milky Whey : Lacteal fluid gone sour, 

Puzzir.—by a river curtailed and transposed, a Milesian county's 
disciosed.—Thames : Meath. ‘ 

TUF Real Railway Race: Suburbanite making a wild dash for 
his train to town, 

A“ Vico"-nous Book Reviewer: Le Gallienne. : 

Provers for Lovers of Light Reading: “To (SLOP)ERR is 
human.” 

“FLY” Catchers: Detectives, 

THE Padd(i)ed Room: That where an Irish wake is held. 
: A Fuat Contradiction: Knocking a man down for telling a 
ic. 

“ Packs Vobiseum !” as theclub manager snid, when he broug'it 
holf-a-dozen new “ prayer-books" to the whist-players, 

Ewps which Shareholders have in view: Divid-ends. 

SLOPER took a mean revenge on his wife after their last quarrel. 
Put Ouida’s * Moths” in the drawer with her best dresses in, 


cbphall, wha was in last 


A FATEFUL BUNKER. 
(A STORY OF THE GOLF COUKSE.) 


CHAPTER NIV. 

Mr. AND Mrs. JOHN 8. STUBBS had been married fully eighteen 
months. Together they had visited many fashionable golf resorts, 
and both had 
gained honour 
and glory by the 
cleverness they 
displayed in 
wielding the club, 

They had not 
tired of each 
other as partners 
in the game of 
golf, nor in’ the 
greater game of 
life. They had 
ample jeisure to 
enjoy themscl ves, 
and like sensible 
people they did 
their best to find 
enjoyment in 
plenty of fresh 


air. 

We meet them ' 
once more, along :"", 
with Miss Tem. 
pleton, in a first- 
cliss carriage 
specding north. 
wards through 
Scotland to visit 
a shooting lodge 
in the West 
Highlands, where 4 
the parental 
Stubbs, Bart., is 
at present shooting. We use the word specding—they were not, 
however. always speeding. Scotch trains sometimes have an evil 
habit of drawing up at wholly unexpected places, and stopping for 
perhaps ten minutes to allow the engine-driver to execute an 
obligato on his steam whistle. 

These occasional delays had furnished Miss Templeton with 2 
subject for much terror at first. She believed at first that these 
stoppages were due to some impending calamity on the line. but as 
each succeeded the other she gradually got used to them, and 
assumed that that was the ordinary method of travelling in 
Seotland, and to abate the delays in the least would be tu incur 
unheard of risks, 

At one of these stoppages the train drew up at a little roadside 
station. It was s lonely spot. There was a Jonely-looking house 
or two far upon the brown hill-side. What possessed a railwiv 
company to set down a station at such 2 place was a mystery to all 
who imagine that the end and aim of a railway company is to 
carry human 
beings from point 
to point. There 
were apparently 
no human beings 
‘that might be ox- 
pected to become 
_ petssengers — the 


Visited many fashionable golf resorts, 


1) sole inhabitants 
\ appeared to be 
sheep, 


The loneliness 
1, of the place fasei- 
nated Miss Teme 
pleton, 

“What a mis- 
ery it would be to 
live for ever 
here,” she said to John 8, Stubbs, 
as that gentleman looked over 
the top of his magazine at the 
old lady, 

“Oh, they get something to 
amuse them, EF don’t doubt.” he 
replied. as he laid down his book 
and stuck his hend out of the win- 
dow. “Hey, man!” he continued, 
as he called out to a corduroy. 
clad railway servant, “ what his 
the train got stranded here for?” 

“Oo, ve sec, the morn’s the Ancheshan market day, an’ they've 
been liftin’ ta sheeps, an’ ta cattle train's been shuntin’ so ta 
line’s blocked.” 

“Oh! Will they be lonz in cleiring the way?” 

“Och, no, not at all, they'll do it very quick.” 

“Is there any curiosities about the place—any old ruins?” 

“Och, no, we have no ruins whatever, The only ruin was a barn 
belongin’ to Peter M’Currich, an’ it was sortit up a week or twa 
arne, an’ the only curiosity was a lamb we had last year that had 
sax legs,’ 

* Dear me,” said Miss Templeton, “what a matter for excite- 
ment.” 

“Was Sir Waller Scott never, never here, then? Did he not 
mention the place in any of his novels?” 

“Lf dinna ken aboot Sir Walter Scott bein’ here, but we had once 
a Donald Scott—he was a piper, too.” 

“They weren't the same at all,” said Juhn Stubbs, as he dropped 
a sixpence into the 
man’s not unwilling 
palm. 

* Have vou nothing 
of interest at all about 
the place?” 

et hank ye, sir, 
Interest?) Och, ave, 
interest to be sure, 
Ty vou see that 
policeman along the 
platform? Man, 
that's Watty — Mar- 


“That's Watty Marshail.” 


player.” 
“Oh, I must. see 
him,” said Mra 


Stubbs, as she hur 
ried to the window, 

Miss Templeton 
also stuck out her 
head alongside that 
of her niece. Just 
then the train started 
onwards, Slowly the 
carriage approached 
the policeman, that 
funetionary — turned 
his face towards the 
cariiage, and in a 
moment he stood at attention and saluted most respectfully. 

“Itis Smith!" cried Erminie. as the train went past. 

“Yes, Smith,” said Miss Templeton, “and Smith is a policeman (hes 


Tuk Eno. 


S..hated, 
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i Ae oe 5 oe ervey, Maria?” “0b 
you can't expect him washed evi Sr 1, 
the child's skin so coarse.” every day, it m x; 


No, 394.—Dr. CUARLES Hontom, F.O.S, 


“A. SLOPER has long been known as the most popular man in 
Europe, and as such, has naturally nade the acquaintance, aml, 
as a natural sequence, won the friendship, of other popular men. 
Amongst these must be mentioned the gentleman whose portrait 
we have added with so much pleasure to our Gallery, and who, 
as the most popular man in Rristol, cannot be dcemed unworthy 


of the honour, A striking in ce of the wide appreciation in Ruth, Nave t hy ci THE JAPANESE FAN-TAILED 
, : ; : Ruth, Fave you had much sport ? LED PIGEON. 
which he is held was afforded some time ago when our hero was Yack, Kather! Two gamckeepers, one partridge, and three dogs. From the Mildew Court collection, 


electer| to the chair at the respective meetings of three political 
candidates, all opposed to cach other, The Doctor is none the 
less esteemed by his patients, awl we are informed, on reliable 
authority, that it is no uncommon thing for a Bristolian to 
sham illness for the mere pleasure of w visit from our hero. 
Chiefly because he can take three separate chairs, he was 
creatal F.O.S., and the ‘Sloper Award of Merit’ presented 
to him June 29th, 1595,"-- Debrett Laproesd, 


STREET ACQUAINTANCES. No. 12.—THE TOUCH-ISTS. 


GETTING LEVEL. 
“Dose o° castor ile.” “Tasteless? “Not much! It’s for 
nother !* 


pie | 


The street urchins, who, when you are in a deuce and all of a hurry, play “touch” round you, and succeed very effectively 
in tripping you up. 


EASILY EXPLAINED. GIRLS BILLY'S PROPOSED TO, TOO BAD! 


Landlady. Good vracions, vounz lvty, you are not on your 
bicycle! You'll break tue pedals of my harmonium ! 


Old Jealoushou (furiausiny, Now, madam, 0 demand of vou— as : 
who is that youny man? = / saw him, just olinking out of the Customer, Here, mister, let ine have two pean‘orth of The Honourable anticipated his allowance for 


back door! landanham. months in order to do the heavy with this girl,and “No, sir: I've cut you off with a shilling. and ee! ; 
Wife. Ha, ha, ha! Why, that’s the new cook, in her bicycling Chemist, What do you want it for, may T ask ? after all she chucked him for a millionaire stock- an end of it!” “H'm! so you have, but it was 
co-tume ! Customer, Why, for twopeuce, thickhead ! broker, Alas, alas, poor William 1 shilling, and I can’t pass it!” 
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